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TbeTragedieof 
Which brfiathd this poyfon. 

King, llagc muft bc.wifhftood : 

And J religne ray gage, my dearc deare Lord. * 

TJiepurelltrcafuremortalltimcsatt'ooid, ’■ 

i slpotlefle reputation, that away ' 

Men arc but guild^dloaiaie, and painted Qay; 

A Jewell in a tenne times bard vp Gheft* ’ * " 

IsaboldSpiritinaloyallBreair. * 

Mine Honours my life, both grow i n one, 

Take honour from, me, and my life is done. u 
Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour let. me try. 

In that 1 liue, and for that will I die ^ ' 

Sf' nc°rth t 

afuir ° ^ deiendmy foule from fuel; deepefmnc, .•? 

Shall I feeine.Creil-faJleii in my fathers fiabtii 

Or wuh pale begger-facc impeach my hight, ‘ T 

Sliall wound my Honour with fuchfeeble wrong, l,.. X 

xf ^n^n 3 ^ a;; 5 a Pty teach (hall teare S ' n 
i he ilauifh motiueof recanting feare, 

And fpitit bleeding in his high diigrace. 

Where ihame doth harbour, euen mMowbraiesface* , 
r C Were ' n * >t borne tofue, but to commands 1 . 
Which u nce we canno.t doe, to make you friends- , 

Be ready (as your life /ball anfwere it) 

At C ouentrse vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There lhallyour Swords and Launces arbitrate 
I he fwclling.diftercncc ofyour fetlcd hate : 

Since we cannot attone you, you ihall lee *- 

Jufticedefigncthe Viftorschiualric, 

Lord Marfh all, command our Officers at Armes, 

Be readic to direft thefe home all armes. Exit* 

Enter lobst of Gaunt,, with the Dutcheffe of Glocefler « 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood, 

4./0U1 moss folicite me, then your exclaimcs, 


Richard the Second* 

To ftirre againft the Butchersof his life* 

But fincc correction iyeth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heaUen } 

Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades« 

Dutcheffe, Finds Brotherhood in thee no (harper fpur r 
Hathloue in thy old blood noliuing fire. ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes , whereof thy fclfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen are dry ed by Natures courfc j 
Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefler, 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

One flourifhing Branch of his moft Royall roote 
Is craft, and all the precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxe. 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 

That mettall, that felfe mould that fafhioned thee, 

Made him a man : and though thou liu eft and breatheft. 
Yet art thou llaine in him , thou doft confent 
In fomc large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

In fuffering thusthyBrother to beflaughtred; 

Thou fheweft the naked path-way to thy life, 

T eachmg fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in meane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

What fhall I fay l tofafegard thine owne life. 

The beft way is, to vengemy Gtocefters deatji. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitutc, 

His deputieannoynted in his fight,. 

Hath caufd hisdeath.; the which if wrongfully. 

Let Heauen reuenge, for Jppy neu.cr lift 
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